CHAPTER XII

MY HAND TOUCHES IRON

WHEN I was eleven I got a regular job that
paid me fifty cents a day. So I quit school
just where the Monitor had sunk the Merri-
mac in the "first fight of the Ironclads."
Thereafter my life was to be bound up with
the iron industry. My job was in a nail fac-
tory. I picked the iron splinters from among
the good nails that had heads on them. This
taught me that many are marred in the mak-
ing. Those that are born with bad heads
must not be used in building a house or the
house will fall. In the head of the nail is its                    ^

power to hold fast.   Men are like nails, some                     if

have the hold-fast will in their heads. Others
have not. They were marred in the making.
They must be thrown aside and not used in
building the state, or the state will fall.

I put the good nails into kegs, and the head-
less nails and splinters were sent back to be
melted into window weights. Handling sharp

79have worn them smiling for my sake. Father
